WILLIAM VAUGHN MOODY
mail since leaving Italy, six weeks before. We were unfortunately prevented from accepting the Grand Llama's invitation, but made up for it in part by hobnobbing with the Sultan in Constantinople, the quality of whose wine and rose-leaf jelly is absolutely beyond criticism. We had the good luck to strike some of the Lord's people on leaving Italy, Mr. Edward Lowell and family, and spent three weeks with them in Greece — three weeks of flawless enjoyment for me, in spite of the resin in the wine and the ubiquitous prowling of the Philistine. After doing what could be easily done from Athens, — Eleusis, Phylae, Aegina, and Marathon, — we went down to Nauplia in the Peloponnesus, and made flying trips to Epidaurus, Argos and Mycenae. Instead of coming into Germany by way of Triest we chose the Aegean route, and spent a week in Constantinople, studying the mind and manners of ye sad-eyed Mussulman. So that my time has been pretty well taken up for a long time, and your rebuke on the subject of letterwriting is only half merited, or at least so I try to believe for ease of conscience sake. Two belated and badly-battered Monthlies have reached me — the October and January numbers, I think, but aside from
7in vain, not in vain," sings Raphael, —
